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had been brought to him by a post-office clerk, to
whom he had spoken in private; that afterwards he,
Biron, had been called by the Duke, who showed him a
letter from the Marquis de Ruffec to his master, dated
" Madrid," and charged him, thereupon, with this
present commission.

At this recital I felt a mixture of anger and com-
passion, and I did not constrain myself with Biron.
I had no letters from my son, because I used to burn
them, as I did all useless papers. I charged Biron to
say to M. le Due d'Orleans a part of what I felt; that
I had not the slightest acquaintance with anybody in
Spain ; that I begged him at once to despatch a courier
there in order to satisfy himself that my son was at
Besan^on.

Biron, shrugging his shoulders,, said all that was
very good, but that if I could find a letter from the
Marquis de Ruffec it would be much better; adding,
that if one turned up and I sent it to him, he would
take care that it reached M. le Due d'Orleans, at table,
in spite of the privacy of his suppers. I did not wish
to return to the Palais Royal to make a scene there,
and dismissed Biron. Fortunately, Madame de Saint-
Simon came in some time after. I related to her this
adventure. She found the last letter of the Marquis
de Ruffec, and we sent it to Biron. It reached the
table as he had promised. M. le Due d'Orleans seized
it with eagerness. The joke is that he did not know
the handwriting. Not only did he look at the letter,
but he read it; and as he found it diverting, regaled his
company with it; it became the topic of their discourse,
and entirely removed his suspicions. Upon my re-